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————— _— —- =e — Le oouebeupinotion a A a 


The Gallant Volunteers. | Swagger.—* She ought not to be left at a time like thi-.” 











| Bragge.—* But don’t let me drag you fellows away.” 
A LIGHT COMEDY IN ONE CONVERSATION. Seahore.—“ Not at all, old man.”’ 


Swagger.—* Don't mention it.” 





Bragge.—** Then——..” 


Dramatis Persone :— (A shell bursts right over them.) 
De | TCT Peer Tee Tere Te A Volunteer. Omnes.—"* Good gracious |” 
John Bragge, Esq. .....ccccccesece ia nce Ditto. (Exit hurriedly in the direction of Athens.) 
FUMES OEGGE; TOE e's ccc vbitsccccccetes Ditto. (Curtain.) 


Scene.— The Front.” A camp fire. 


(Curtain rises and discovers the Volunteers sitting round camp 
jive telling awful stories.) 

Seahore.—‘‘ So I sprang upon him, seized him by the throat and 
tore him limb from limb! ” 

Bragge.—“* No|” 

Seahore.—‘* I did, indeed. He wasvery angry about it, and he said 
he should report the matter to my superior officer.”’ 
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Our Prince as an Anti-Depressionist. 


[Sane eee Clements says there will be depressions from 
the 15th to the 19th, and from the 20th to the 25th of June. The 
22nd will be fine and bright till near midnight, when rain and 





_# : : : thunder may ensue. 

Vien wit you?” ee Oat Se oe The Prince of Wales has warmly espoused the cause of those poor 
Bragge.—“ N 0.”” residents in the Borough, whom cruel landlords had designed to 
Swagger.—* Well, there was some fighting there, I can tell you. evict ere Jubilee Day.) 

We were surrounded by the Turks, so I said to the Crown Prince, 1. 

let me force & way.” ee eee oi 
Seahore.—* No, did you really, and what did he say?” Now, let us give the cs 8 6 = seer 
Swagger.—“ He said at once: ‘Swagger, my boy, I leave it to Who declares, with pomen t 3 ays 

you, lead on!’ So I pulled myself together and plunged at the foe, | That “‘ Victoria Day charmingly c 


Until close on the middle-night hour, 
When the people who still through the thoroughfares steer 
May be drenched with a sharp thunder-shower. 


their ranks parted before my impetuous rush, and I ran down the 
hill at record-breaking speed, followed by the gallant Greeks.” 
Bragge.—* Were you wounded ?” 


Swagger.—* Wounded! The doctor said at the time, ‘ Swagger,’ hs the B 
says he, ‘you're in luck. If I hadn't been at hand I doubt if you’d | nag yh peg ng bones ry pa tc old 
éver have been able to sit down again.’ ”’ ; | Who would fain, in their yearning for Jubilee gold, 

Bragge.—* Well, last night I was restless somehow, couldn’t Of the rights of their tenants be robbers— 
sleep, you know. So I sat up and read ‘The Heavenly Twins’ by Turning forth, heltér-skelter, from tenancies old, 
the light of a solitary candle. Suddenly I felt a rush of cold air Dosw Mnnemesiadis sighers and cahiaant eo 
pass through the tent. I sprang to my feet. Before me stood, lL 
suppose, the very tallest Turk I have ever set eyes on. He flew at | - 


me. I fell upon him, und for twenty minutes the fight raged——. | 


d Heavens!” Now, we fear that, in spite of the weather-wise seer, 





A shell bursts near with a loud report.) Ancient Pluvius, prone to ray se my 
4 canoes idee hurriedly ).—‘* Do you know, Jou cy I “— peep a shop wt eceaie a -etorm appear 
oubt if si i the con- n Queen Procession, 
tities ee ee On ee ee ee For, alas, on that best of all days in the year 
Bragge (also rising).—‘*’Pon my word, I don’t think itis. Let (Says the prophet) there'll be a depression ! 
Us seek shelter.” 
(More shells and the roar of artillery * of”) e ~s an contra, we py snene ree the Bold 
we Do you think they can hear this 4 row : For, whatever depres + bac sang toretold, 
Bragge.—I trust not, I sincerely trust not. I have an aunt — Mt. a tried : hte, : 7 nese omen a 


staying there who can’t bear a sudden shock.” - 
eahore.—* Supposing we were to return, and cheer her up, eh? 


Srerieteeereteeeneeeeeereeeese * SPs LN Nene mee — 


Of the hearts of poor Surrey-side toilers |! 
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Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Hor MAJTITHSTY’S THBATRA, 


TEMPORARY PREMISES: ST. PAUL'S CHURCHYARD. 









POSITIVELY ONE MATINEE PERFORMANCE ONLY, 
- JUNE 22nd, - 


WHEN THE CELEBRATION OF 


SIXTY YEARS A QUEEN, 


WILL TAKE PLACE, PRECEDED By a DEAL in 


THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY.’ 


Come with your THOUSANDS !! ! 


ss 


New Nursery Rhymes. 


SimpLz William wants War Shipping 
For to raise a wail; 

But all the power be has got 
Won't e the Britons pale. 








Check! 


For..some years Steinitz, the late 
chess champion, Bo my with chess. 
Then chess turned the tables, so to 
speak, and played with him, played the 
very deuce with him, in fact, and he has 
received a check. 








Black Looks. 


Employer (severely, to Clerk).—" What 
do you mean by coming to the office 
with two black eyes?” 

Clerk (facetiously).—‘* Well, sir, I 
couldn’t very well leave them at home!”’ 








In Black. 


Little Girl (much impressed on first 
beholding a nigger).—** Ma, if that man 
was to lose a relation, he wouldn’t have 
to go into mourning, would he? ” 








—_—_———$———————— 


Incapable. 


Danker.—** Swiller 
well, doesn’t he?’’ 

Wagman.—“ Yes, except at night, 
then others generally carry him!’’ 


carries himself 








Artful. 

"Arry.— I say, Bill, why is it these 
‘ere Jews is so fond of comin’ to forin’ 
countries instead of stickin’ at ’ome?” 

Bill.—“*’Cos, as they don’t know the 
bloomin’ language, they can eat roast 
pork and pretend as ’ow they thought it 
was goose! ”’ 








Awful Nonsense Verse. 


Ir I can only find a true gal, 

Who I am sure is clean and frugal, 
So help me Bob, 
I’m on the job, 

I'll enter into bonds conjugal. 





Euclid. 

First Axiom.—(Things which are 
equal to the same thing are equal to one 
another.)—Inquiring Son.—‘* Dad, what 
is the difference between a Beer and 4 
boor?” 

Father (who knows them).—“ There 
is no difference, my son.” 








Sang Froid. 





[When out shooting snipe in Crete the 
other day, Admiral Harris was 
upon by the insurgents.—Daily Paper.) 
WHEN war was imminent and urgent, 

Our Admiral—true British type— 














Instead of potting theinsurgent, 
Enjoyed himself at—shooting snipe - 
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After the Holidays. 


Hobson.—“ Beastly weather for the | 
holidays, wasn’t it? Rained nearly all 
the time.” 

Dobson.—“ Yes; reminded you more 
of Wet-Sunday than Easter, didn’t it ? 
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Very Remote. 


We must not infer from the fact that 
Mr. Keir Hardie addressed a meeting sf 
the Independent Labour Party on April 
19th with a bunch of primroses in his 
button-hole that the rejected of West 
Ham is drawing nearer to the party 
of which that flower is the badge. 

7 His friends and enemies unite in say- 
ing that he is still many leagues away. 














ee 











cr sweater nw waka asaya hee veancloninas abe Lae ALG = 




















Arthur and the Slippers. 


fAt Stroud Mr. Arthur Roberts was 
summoned for stealing a pair of slippers, 
value £1, from the George Hotel, Stroud, 
the property of the proprietor, Mr. J. W. 
Boyce. The summons was dismissed.— 
Vide Press. } 
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YM 
The stupid charge, of course, fell flat : YG 


Ir “ boots but little,” all agree, YU 
We know that Arthur ne’er could be : Ui, 
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the day! should get elected as a City Poor Law Guardian, and attend all their banquets,” 
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So bad, and slipper-y as that ! : 
He “ put his foot in it,” ’tis true Ki ae | | 
— (To take it in a joking way) ; Pimmeae Ny z 
But now, perhaps, Boyce may look i 
atte en y DESPERATE DISEASES REQUIRE DESPERATE REMEDIES. a 
Arthur—‘ true (k) night’? !—has won Doctor.—‘ You are certainly falling away to a shadow. I can do no more for you. You be 







The mighty Turk, a fighter bold and grim 17 ae 
Stands ready for the fray, austere and grim ; Mi 
Not right but might is on their side again, > aa 

And when ’tis over, what will the end be then ? : 


The gallant Greeks, too long in peace have slept, 
Too long in idleness o’er ancient glories wept ; 

That enervating peace that dulls men's souls, 

And leaves them weaken'd when the war-drum rolls. 


Though fretful and aggressive Greece has all 
The pray’rs of Christendom against her fall ; 
The Turkish tyrant—if our pray’rs avail, 






ae | a 
Laveneiiye =, = 
> WH 
DO) £6 
ai? >} 
AR 

























sn seeyr Donetyiona ates Aaa 
F 


















































7 by) ey vy By THe “Enrant TERRIBLE.” Against Hellenic prowess soon shall fail. 
j . >¥ < Tue Turks captured Tyrnovas So God save Greece, may victory attend 
AY nse’ early in the campaign. Perhaps Her arms, and Heav’n her rights defend ; : 
this will persuade the Greeks to Tyrnova 80 God save Greece, confound her ancient foe Pak oe 
v ‘ a new leaf. And aid her for the Cross to strike a blow. at 
* * * 
s L—71-..+} The United States Governnent 1398 © ee SS 
id taken up Ivory’s claim for false im- | Irish. 
prisonment against the British Govern- | et ; 
ment. It evidently thinks that Ivory | Lady (sntorviewing Irish domestic).—“ Why did you leave your 
i i hit he is painted. | last place?” 
— a ees ag re . Irish Domestic,—“ Shure, Oi didn’t lave it, mum; the place lift 
So they have formed another League | mie.” 
in Ireland, the National League having ~ Lady.—“ Whatever do you mean ? ? 
: become defunct. The Parnellites have I. D.—“ Whoi, the master an’ mistress both died, mum. 
evidently come to the conclusion that the journey to be accomplished en 
before Home Rule is reached consists, not of miles, but of leagues. 
¥ x x Going One Better than Grandpa. 
_The Concert of Europe has resulted in a big war march bein “To teach his grandson draughts, then, his leisure he’d employ 
ven to the world. The bugles are now the chief instruments, an Until at length the old man was beaten by the boy,” : 
a is at present engaged in saying oboe to a goose—or, rather, Otp Sona. 
& 
— ! In Eloff's youth, Oom Paul, forsooth, 
- . ” Ne’er dreamt that he’d be brought 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 70.) To his present state of grievous ruth— 
War. Ab, no! he little thought, 
The Cross against the Crescent in array, von rabessng: b5 a Transvaal Dutch 








loy, 
That the old man's “ ona ” would be much 
Out-kwaajed by the boy! 


The Christian and Moslem fights his way, 
In all the panoply of awful war 
The Greek and Turk are struggling once more. 
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Easter Offerings. 
BisHop :— 


I am waiting, I am waiting, 
And I find it on yee 
That I've had to wait so long 
For such a very little dole. 
For my schools are being beaten 
By the Board Schools 4 la Eton, 


And I fiod such public meanness 
Most distressing, on the whole. 


I have waited, I have waited, 
And I’ve often heard it stated, 
That the Church's education 
Is extremely out of date. 
But our latter-day position 
Has been caused by competition 
With the schools that are supported 
By the School Board's heavy rate ! 


We have saved the public money, 
And it certainly is funny 
That some slight return, when needed, 
So persistently’s declined. 
We have given education 
And we think, the least the nation 
Now can do, is to reward us, 
And the past to bear in mind. 


I am waiting, I am waiting 
And I find it irritating 
That I've had to wait so long 
For such a little aid— 
But our schools’ work is frustrated, 
And the public over-rated, 
By the Board School.competition 
Which the Government has made. 
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MANCUVRING. 


Bill Tatters.—‘’Elp a feller soldier, gents!” 
Volunteer.—“ Fellow soldier? How d’ye make that out?” 
Bill Tatters.—“ Soldier o' fortin’, gents!” 














Mr. BaLrour :— | (Drops Voluntary Schools’ Bill into 


My Lord Bishop, now the nation | Plate.) 
Has remarked the agitation, BIsHOP :— 
And for your schools’ continuance Sir, I’ve waited, waited, waited, 
Has grievous cause to fear. For a charity belated, 
To your meek solicitation, Till my patience with the patriarch’s 
With respectful approbation, Indubitably ranks. 


‘Tis prepared to calmly listen 


Sir, our need was most distressful, 
And to lend a willing ear. 


But our plea has been successful, 
That your schools were on their trial And to you for this relief, sir, 
There, of course, is no denial, There is due the Church’s thanks. 
But they’ve proved that they’re pre- cieicsinsiatematnanciiineiine nda mt ——————— 
pared sis be 
To march still onward with the A Pugilistic Postman. 


times. We hear that a postmaster in the 
To deny them recognition Un.ted States was recently dismissed 


In their difficult position from his situation because of his strong 
We admit would be unrighteous, pugilistic proclivities. This is a com- 


And be classed with legal crimes. mendable action on the part of Presi- 

So we've thought about the matter, dent McKinley's cabinet. The only box 

And your fears we hope to scaster, that should interest postmasters, post- 

With the even-handed justice men, and all other ‘men of letters” is 

Of the measures we shall take the letter-boz. We cannot help think- 

To ensure your schools’ tion, | ing, however, that a pugilistic postman 

To endure the competition would be @ very promising candidate for 

Which the march of education prize-ring honours. His knocks always 
Must perpetually make. are harder than anybody else’s. 








To your Church's education 


i assist you to recover | Poor Man! 
e position which you had hadwick.—“ Wh kes H ckt 
Ere the School Board's more extensive ts 7” sich ge 


Education and expensive 
Strained your voluntary efforts :— 
For to make it we are glad. 


Jokle.—“I expect it’s because his 
wife is constantly patting him on the 


,*? 


back for something or other ! 










And we trust this smal! donation —_———+ 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 160 : 

















EASTER OFFERINGS 
BISHOP (LOQ.).—*FOR THIS RELIEF MUCH THANKS,” 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 
No. 7.—THE MAN IN POSSESSION. 


Hawkins, the broker’s man, is still here. The way his boots 
shine is a wonder to behold. Ermyntrude, our small domestic, has 
fallen in love with him, and remarks on his “’evinly mustache.” 

I am beginning to tolerate the man myself for one thing, and 
one thing only. Ever since his first appearance Amelia has taken 
to her room, and refuses to come down, even to meals. (Alas! 
that there is a limitation in the length of his visit.) 

If Amelia could only see our drawing-room she would have a fit. 
Thore will be trouble when he goes. He is of accommodating 
nature, and sleeps at night in our best chair. (It is assuming 4 
grimy hue.) All day long there is a constant parade of quarts 
of beer from the public-house opposite, which he drinks in 
silent ecstacy. He is vulgar, but affable, calls me ‘‘ old cock,” 
says he “ain’t proud,” and is always ready to “pick a bit” at 
meal times. 

Telemachus 
seems to some- 
what enjoy the 
situation, and 
is turning it 
into good ac- 
count. He 
asked the man 
to play cards 
with him the 
other day “‘just 
to while away 
the time,” and 
won eight- 
pence half- 
penny from 
him (his total 
wealth) at a 
game they 
called “ nap.” 
I shall have to 
get an advance 
on my next 
quarter’s 

“Winnino nis ToTaL WEALTH.” money and get 
rid of Hawkins, 
for I fear he is undermining the affections of our young domestic. 

I call on the scoundrel Boffles every half-hour during the day, 
but he denies himself to me, and grins exasperatingly through the 
front window as I knock! knock!! knock!!! at his door. 

It was on returning from one of these fruitless excursions that I 
accidently discovered how great was the tender attachment exist- 
ing on the part of Ermyntrude towards my incubus. I let myself 
in with the latchkey, and, hearing voices in the drawing-room, 
stole noiselessly upstairs. 

Ermyntrude was standing with her back towards me, and 
making frantic love to the suffering broker’s man, cribbing her 
speeches from a penny novelette which she held in her hand and 
referred to, under cover of her apron, from time to time. Hawkins 
I could not see, but I heard him with painful frequency. (Let it 
be said to his credit that he gave the girl no encouragement.) He 
was the first to speak as I approached, and said, 

‘“ D'yer, gitout! What are yer a garping at me for, yer red- 
headed looney ?”’ 

There was a slight rustle of the leaves of the journal, and then 
Ermyntrude burst forth passionately. 

“Ho! '‘Enery do not drive me from you. ‘Ave yer no pity for 
this poor wasted form, these pail-id cheeks? See ‘ow the silver 
ane with the auburn ‘air on the head of her you once did 
ove.” 

** Stow yer patter, yer young baggage, or I'll wring yer neck for 
. Love you? You had better not let Mrs, ’Awkins heer you say 
that.’’ 

“Ah! the du-kess. Then what I feared is right. You love 
another, and would throw me off for ever.”’ 

“Look ’ere. I'll throw this bloomin pot at yer if yer don’t ‘ook 
it. Go down and sift the cinders.”’ 

‘Brutal skyon of a noble race,’ Ermyntrude went on, “ dost 
thou descend to threats? But I despises them and you. See! I 
am armed."’ 

Raising her broom, she points it in the direction of Hawkins. 

* Rot me,” he said, “ if she ain't gone off her coker nut.” 

“Ah! Dost think I'm mad? Iam! Mad with despair.” 

“Try a drop of gin and peppermint. It’s werry comforting and 
soothing.” 














This answer seemed to stagger the love-sick girl. She rapidly 
turned over the leaves of the periodical for a few moments, and 
then said reproachfully, “That's unkind of you, 'Enery. They 
don’t drink gin and peppermint in ’igh-class society.”’ 

“No,” re- ; 
sponded a | 
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Hawkins, , | 1} 
chuckling, af? - 
“They drinks — = (> i} 
four arf. Oh, ~~ Ha ae 
we’re in ‘igh ! 
clars society, 
are we?” 

But the girl | 
did not seem = . 
to heed this 3 
satire. She S . 
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vigorously re- SQ \ \ ————- 
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the attack. QOH ae \\ eZ 
‘* Ho, ’Enery,” IN SOY A at | A\\ AY ¢ “UU 
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‘* Learn to love 
me again, as 
you did in days 4 
gorn by. See! 
let me lay my 
‘ead on your 
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breast?”’ But Ps / ME 
Hawkins rose i. ae \ 
to the occa- 
sion. 

‘*See here, 


Carrots,” he 
said, ‘if you 
comes one step nearer I calls for help, mind yer that. 

My giddy domestic turned once more to her paper as if to gather 
fresh courage and words, under this startling rebuff. 

I heard her mutter to herself. 

‘* Lady Glayds Vere de Vere was about to fling herself into the 
arms of her erring husband when a strange thing happened. 

** To be continued.”’ 

‘* No,” I thundered, as I appeared on the scene, ‘‘ It’s CONCLUDED; 
I’m the strange thing that happened. Go to your kitchen.” 

She shuffled out of the room remarking: ‘‘ Yah! yer think 
yerself mighty clever, don’t yer? Who boned the man’s boots? 
Yer ought to git six months, yer ought.” 

She evidently referred to my little episode with the Rev. Mr. 
Shadwick. What a facility these wretched hirelings have for 
discovering our misdeeds ! 

Hawkins was indignant at the treatment he had received at the 
hands of the “ forward female,”’ as he calls her, and wanted com- 
pensation on the spot, in the shape of his favourite liquor. I 
called to Ermyntrude to fetch the beverage, but she yelled back :— 

‘Git it yerself, and take a month, too, if yer like.” 

I was about to retort that that was the time she usually took on 
her errands, when Amelia sailed majestically into the room, wither- 
ing me with a glance as she passed. 

‘Wretched, besotted apology of a man,” she exclaimed, address- 
ing Hawkins; “ what is the amount of your miserable claim?”’ 

‘‘Expenses is werry heavy, marm,” said Hawkins; ‘the total 
comes to £37 10s.” 

To my surprise Amelia drew her purse from her pocket and paid 
the money. 

He bade me an affectionate farewell as I let him out. ‘ Mr. 
Winklepuff,”’ he said, ‘I’ve ’ad a ’igh old time ere, and I admires 
you, and sympathises with yer. I’ve another like her at home” (with 
a jerk of his thumb towards my spouse). Amelia had paid at 
least five pounds too much, but I dare not expostulate. The 
generous creature had paid Boffle’s debt from her owa pocket. 

“ How kind of you, Amelia,” I said, as I returned to her, ‘‘ to 
have spent your savings on this miserable business.” 

‘ Savings!” she snapped, ‘my savings are all right. I sold & 
few of your trumpery things upstairs in order toget that filthy man 
out of the house. They fetohed more than they are worth, nearly 
£40. Here is a list of them.” 

‘“ Trumpery things!’ I gasped, with a horrible misgiving, and 
read with increasing horror the first few items. 

Napoleon’s sword, snatched on the field of battle by Ephraim 
Winklepuff, 5s.; billet de banque endorsed by ditto, £30; mustard 
pot, date unknown, but very old, 1s.; plaster cast of Cromwell's 
face, taken after death, with warts intact, 15s. JI fainted. Amelia 
had sold the whole of my cherished heirlooms, worth countless 


‘Go DOWN AND SIFT THE CINDERS.” 








thousands, for two miserable £20 notes. 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


_Wednesday.—Went in for a triad of Art Exhibitions to-day—two 
of them private views. One of the latter was at the Champs Elysée 
Salon in the City of Paris and the other in St. Jude’s Schoolroom, 
Whitechapel. Both very praiseworthy shows, as I frankly told 
their promoters, for which they thanked me with tears in their 
eyes. The other show was Mr. J. MM. Swan’s collection of animals 
—quite a menagerie of them—at the Fine Art Society’s place. 
Turning homeward from the East End saw some boys playing 
cricket (with a folded coat for a wicket) on a piece of waste ground. 
This reminds me cricket will be here directly, and football (which 
rages so furiously at the moment) will have to retire. 


TURN AND TURN ABOUT. 


Yes, football will have to be packing 
And make unmistakeable tracks, 
No longer with scrimmage and hacking 
Will backs and half-backs try their backs ; 
So let them just count up their winnings, 
And salve their contusions and bumps, 
For cricket is bent on her innings— 
Already she’s stirring her stumps. 


Thursday.—Looked inat a police-court this morning, and found a 
difficulty going on. Holiday time,and not enough jurymen turned 
up to make a jury. Crime wasn’t taking any holiday, so a jury had 
to be had. Scouts could only capture two men. Still not enough, 
so I and thereporters volunteered to serve and make up the number. 
Triumph of Justice and woe to the offenders. Later on saw Arthur 
Roberts defend himself against a charge of running away with a 
pair of slippers. Funny things to run in—always prefer spiked 
shoes myself, but no accounting for tastes. Afterwards ran over 
to see the Emperor Francis Joseph wash some old men’s feet. 
They didn’t seem to need it that I could see. Interesting humility 
of F. J., of course, but think of humiliation to the old men—obliged 
to be washed. Called on Nansen. He seems a good deal knocked 
up with his constant féteings and banquetting—think it’s time they 
gave him a rest. Spent the rest of the day in ‘‘ paradise ’—at the 
Crystal Palace. 


Friday.—Good Friday. Went to see poor old ladies pick up 
sixpences at the Priory Church of St. Bartholomew’s the Great at 
Smithfield. The P.C. of St. B. G. must be Tom Tiddler’s Ground. 


ADVANTAGES, 


It’s nice to be awfully old, 
It’s well to be fairly infirm 
It’s also, I’m told, very useful to hold 
In your muscles rheumaticses germ ; 
To sail ‘neath sciatica’s banner, 
And cough with a palpable doom’s tone— 
These bring you “all manner,” including a tanner, 
(A bright one) to pick from a tombstone. 


Went off on my bike. 


_Saturday.—Got to Southampton on my bike, and went to see 
Sir Alfred Milner safely stowed on board for South Africa. 
Told him (incidentally) that I should expect him to settle things 
out there on a firm basis. He promised me he would, and we 
parted friends. 


Sunday.—Easter Sunday. War commenced. 


Monday.—Went to see what my volunteer corps was up to. 
Found it making a fool of itself at a sham fight—or perhaps I 
should say I found it being made & fool of. “Someone had 
blundered ” pretty clearly. Went off and had a look at the East- 
bourne bicycle féte. A most agreeable féte it turned out. It turned 
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out, in fact, on bicycles in grand floral style, and some of it took 

prizes. Ran round Snowdon way and witnessed the resumption of 

traffic on the railway there. There was no accident, so I came 

away early. Coming round by Hampstead Heath I found the 

a L.C.C. had instituted a refuge tent for lost children 
ere. 


Tuesday.—Went and helped arrange ‘‘ Welcome to Rhodes ” at 
Capetown. Saw him land safely, then hurried off to see the 
Kaiser comfortably off for Vienna. After seeing Chief Fireman 
Commander Wells married (good thing to have command o’ wells, 
by the way, when there’s a fire), I made my way to the Norfolk 
and Norwich Clubs’ Show of Dogs, where I helped the Princess of 
Wales to win three first prizes. I then accompanied the Bluecoat 
boys to the Mansion House—to get their buns and wine and 
lemonade and threepenny bits—then to Stratford-on-Avon to keep 
the Shakespeare Festival. 


A BIRTHDAY GREETING FROM STRATFORD-ON-AVON, 


Oh, W.S., whom they christen “ the Bard,” 
May your fame and your name long survive, 
May the crowds who spout eulogy’s terms by the yard 
Come and swarm till our town’s like a hive, 
That we who run inns or sell bacon or cake, 
And we who perform in a play, 
May rake in the merry spon pelle and make 
Many happy returns of the day. 








THe SPOTTER. 
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THAT GORGONZOLA AGAIN. 


“'Kar somebody in my shop? Can't see'em? In course yer 
can't! Why? ‘Cause it’s that bit o’ ripe Gorginzoler tryin’ ter git 
out o’ his tin; that’s what that is.” 
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I rancy that the furlough at the Avenue 
will not be very extended, though, of course, 
as Mr. George Bernard Shaw is about to 
observe, You Never Can Tell. I do not think 
that the spectacle of two men changing their 
nether garments on the stage in full view of 
the audience will present an over-mastering 
attraction. Sesides the trouser-changipg 
episode, there is not much in On Leave, Mr. 
Fred Horner's adaptation of the French farce, 
Le Sursis, to impress itself on one’s mind. 

The story of On Leave is at once complicated and attenuated. 
A solicitor is, by one of those good old dramatic wills, forced to 
become a private in the militia, and he uses his compulsory 
week of training to gallivant about with a young lady. He 
tells his wife —a most uninteresting middle-aged lady — that 
he is off to drill, but, as a matter of fact, he has obtained 
leave. But, all the same, he finds himself in the midst of the 
manceuvres, and is forced to act as orderly to a fiery old militia 
colonel. His antics just here savour of Christmas time, and form 
the material for some fun of a primitive order. But it is all very 
weak, and I really do not think there is any necessity for me to tell 
you anything more about it, except to say that, in order to escape 
from his compulsory service, he forces his clerk, who for some mys- 
terious reason finds himself in the same outlandish quarter of the 
globe, to change trousers with him in order that ‘our hero’’ may 
attempt an escape, which doesn’t succeed. 

It was pitiable to see clever actors and actresses engaged in this 
feeble rhodomontade of puerility. Mr. Arthur Playfair worked 
like a Briton to garn success, which was beyond anyone’s powers. 
As the militia solicitor he spared no pains to infuse something of 
life into the lay figure, but the lay figure refused to respond. Mr. 
Denny, too, as the clerk did his best with a meaningless part, 
and Miss Esmé Beringer, Miss Kate Phillips, Miss Clara Jecks, 
4 Mr. Cherry, Mr. John Beauchamp, and the others were in similar 


unhappy plight, 


The Matinée Theatre should do very well, indeed. &t. George's 
Hal! has been metamorphosed into a charming and dainty little 
playhouse, and there is plenty of variety and interest in the pro- 
—— though Mr. Philip Yorke, the new manager, will probably 

nd it advisable to instil a little more humour into his entertain- 
ment. He will also be well advised to get something in the place 
of the ark-like legerdemain business and the equally antediluvian 
part-singing. 

But the little play without words, The Grasshoppers’ Revenge, 
is altogether charming; it hasa simple but interesting story by 
Mr. Oudot, and some pretty illustrative music by Mr. Schlesinger, 
and, in addition to this, it is most excellently interpreted by Mr 

















Charles Raymond—a strikinglv clever artist—M. Leo Mars, Mlle 
Faurens, and Mile. D’Ellys. The dancing of the Court Quartette 
and the duets of MM. Fysher and Leoni are altogether good, but 
the operetta, A Royal Roundhead, is weak. With enterprise and 
good management, there should be a bright future in store for the 
Matinée Theatre. GOSSAMER. 


Mr. Arthur Bertram has taken the Strand Theatre for a season 
and opened, on the 17th instant, with The Queen's Proctor, an 
adaptation of Divorcons, by Herman Merivale. The theme of this 
comedy is the supposition that a bill to make divorce possible by 
mutual consent, on any reasonable grounds, and so dispense with 
the intervention of the Queen’s Proctor, has been brought before 
the House of Commons. The principal parts of husband and wife, 
of whom the latter wishes to avail herself of the provicions 
of the bill when passed, are played by Mr. Arthur Bourchier and 
Miss Violet Vanbrugh, both of whom, with the assistance of Mr. 
Fred Thorne, diffuse a strong and persistent course of hilarity. 
The final scene, a private room in the White Hart Hotel, is 
redeemed from monotony by the grim and dour antics on the part 
of a waiter of marked Scotch extraction, played by Mr. Mark 
Kinghorne, who possesses the faculty of keeping a solemn 
countenance in excruciatingly funny positions. 


Although the integrity of an Ottoman empire is tottering and 
unstable, the new Empire in Leicester Square is full of life and 
vivacity. I spent a very pleasant evening there last Wednesday, 
and upon that occasion Mr. Arthur Roberts appeared for the first 
time as The Great Trickoli, a character drawing freely upon Mr. 
toberts’ inexhaustible ability in arts protean. A great deal of 
laughter resulted from the axmtics of this versatile humourist, who 
thoroughly maintained his reputation. It is quite clear that the 
audience by their vociferous demands for his reappearance, as to 
which he is never reluctant, are oblivious of the fact that Mr. 
Roherts isonly human, and that his physical and mental efforts, like 
Sam Weller’s vision, are limited. ‘‘How you manage to doit,” as 
the Chancellor is reported to have remarked to Mr. Pell, is a marvel. 
More power to ye, Arthur, my boy; may your shadow increase. 
The impersonations of Sir Arthur Sullivan, Mascagni, and J. M. 
Glover, respectively, conducting the orchestra, elicited hilarious 
appreciation. 


“A Short Innings,’’ by Tivoli, and published by Digby, Long, and 
Co., is just the sort of story which would interest a boy, as it dis- 
closes an incident associated with school life; and the style of the 
telling of it is almost as charming as ‘‘ Tom Brown’s School Days.” 
It is well printed, and seemingly free from typographical errors. 








Where’s the Motor Car? 
O where, O where, has the motor car gone ? 
O where, O where, can it be ? 
With its noise so loud, and it’s oil so strong, 
’Twas puffed too much, all agree! 








T'wo Problems. 
WHEN Greek and Turk, the whole world’s peace to mar, 
‘Cried havoc, and let slip the dogs of war,”’ 
Our Government was puzzled, 
And, like the rest, was in the worst of fogs, 
To find how those ferocious martial dogs 
Might with effect be muzzled. 


But, failing to discover proper grounds, 

For fixing muzzles on those warlike hounds, 
That now so madly foam— 

Our Government, no second chance to miss, 

Attacked the other problem, which was this— 
It muzzled dogs at home! 


——eee 


APRIL 27, 1897. 
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Sweet Dish or Fruit. 
NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


~—Famit_y DocTror. 
NO ALKALIES USED 


) Biros”” Gadbury’s Needham: 


CUSTARD | cocoa 


®PWDER = “Refreshing and Invigorating to the <P Paste. 


Polishing 
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